charmed;  Julia  apprehensive.   She  brushed   aside   their  praise  o&
Gabrielle.
" You should do something about your playing, Jeffry," she said.
He ran through a scale before he replied. " No, not me. I'm the
proverbial jack of all trades, master of none." He struck a desultory
note and played softly, absendy. " I'm an average shipping clerk, a
fair skater; I ski with moderate success. I'm a fair talker, a mediocre
musician." He shrugged, and the music dropped into silence. " I
have no special talent or ability. I'm just Jeffry Lane, American
citizen." He laughed, his mouth a crook of humour. " But I like it."
Julia's eyelids hid her eyes.    She felt physically ill.
Kit measured him carefully before he said, " If you're satisfied with
life, you're a darn lucky man."
Julia sat down before the fireplace.   " Play something else, Jeffry."
She didn't want him to play, but she had to think. Through his
rendition of the Moonlight Sonata, she reached a decision.
Jeffry was not for her. Her love for him could not encompass such
a complaisant acceptance of living. She had to give him up.
There was no time to probe or temper her resolve, for Jeffry asked,
" Don't you feel all right, Julia? "
She gave no sign of surprise. She smiled at him serenely. '* Of
course. I'm just a little tired."
From the doorway, Elle, regal in sheer green wool, surveyed them.
" Would you care for company? " she inquired.                            "^
The men came to their feet.
" Certainly," said Kit.
That night, while Gabrielle tossed beside her in restless sleep, Julia
kept company with the fire. She would give Jeffry up, she told herself,
knowing that ultimately she would do just that. But so bitter was her
need of him that she clung to the respite her heart demanded: " Not
yet! Not yet! "
She knew beyond doubt that she would be giving him up to
Gabrielle. Her comfort would be there to meet Jeffry's disillusion-
ment. To Julia the result seemed inevitable. Her mouth twisted at
the emptiness of such a triumph.
She stared between the maple bedposts at the pewter candle-sticks
that graced the mantel. She wondered how many others before her
had sat against the pillows and gazed in bleak despair at settee and
chair and wavering fire. Then she remembered that her Aunt Julia
had loved Christopher Roberts and had given him up to her sister,
Gabrielle,
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